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Over 500 Pages - THOUSANDS of 
Ideas -HUNDREDS of Illustrations 

Double the enjoyment of your social engagements. Make yourself the center of entertainment. 
You'll never have a dull, uninteresting evening watching others have a good time when you have the 
LIBRARY OF FUN. There are 20 different books on ideas for group entertainment, large parties, 
rules for Indoor and outdoor games, tricks with cards and equipment found around the house, Infor- 
mation on the Army and Navy that you should know, ways to "pep" up a party that has gone dead, 
in fact, thousands of ideas all devoted to entertainment. THESE VALUABLE BOOKS ARE ALL ILLUS- 
TRATED ROM COVER TO COVER. Exceptionally law priced ... 20 DIFFERENT, COMPLETE BOOKS 
ALL FOR SI .00 postpaid. Order your set of LIBRARY OF FUN todayl 

I SPORTS! GAMES! TRICKS! STUNTS! PUZZLES! 
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FUN FOR THE 
ENTIRE FAMILY 
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i mined lately. mailing 

FUN INDUSTRIES, DEPT. 2607 
17th Street. New York 3, N. Y. 
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FUN 


FOR... 


• PARTIES 


© FAMILY 


• SERVICE 


MEN 


• SERVICE 


WOMEN 


• CAMPS & 


CLUBS 


• CHILDREN 


• CHILDREN'S 


GROUPS 


• IDEAL EOR 


GIFTS 




I FUN INDUSTRIES, Dept.2807 

| 45 East 17th St., New York 3, N. Y. 

□ Send me by return msll the 20 Hooks called 
'■LIBRARY OF FUN' 1 . Price (or Full Set SI. 00. It I 
am not satlifled. I will return (he book! In 5 days 
and my money will be refunded Immediately. 

C Cash D Check D Money Order 

D C.O.D. (Si. 00 plus postage on arrival.) 
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Mickey, descendant of great 
mas/cians dating from witch- 
craft days, has inherited a _ 

NATURAL TALENT FOR TRICKS AND MAGIC 
HIS AMAZING AND ENTERTAINING FEATS OF 
MAGIC. MICKEY HAS BEEN N/CKNAMED BY HIS 
FRIENDS, • MICKEY MAGIC.' LIKE MANY OTHER 
It YEAR OLD SOYS, HE HAS AN INSATIABLE 
LOVE OF ADVENTURE AND ONLY BY HIS -UN- 
USUAL KNOWLEDGE OF MAGIC AND -THE 
HELP OF HIS CONSTANT COMPANION' TRIXY A 
SLACK SCOTTIE, CAN HE MANAGE TV ESCAPE FROM 
THE MANY PREDICAMENTS INTO WHICH HIS ADVEN- 
TUROUS SPIRIT LEADS HIM. HAVING NO PARENTS. 
WE SEE HIM ENTERTAINING 
SOME OF HIS YOUNG FRIEND 
IN THE HOME OF H 
AUNT KATE WITH 
WHOM HE ' 




IICKEY PLACES A LAROE COIN 

OVER A. BOTTLE WITH A SMALL 

NECK . . . 



THE COIN IS INSIDE THE 
BOTTLE! MOW DID MICKEY 
DO THIS TRICKf 




THE SUARP PICKS UP 
THE CHASE.. AND 
MICKEY IS CLOSE BE- 
HIND HIM, ) . . 



UNACCUSTOMED TO GANG- 
PLANKS, MICKEY CATCHES 
HIS FOOT. . HE STUMBLES 
THROUGH THE 
ROPES . ■ 




IN THE EXCITEMENT, TWO 
GRUFF LOOKING THUGS 
HAVE OVERPOWERED THE 
SUARD AND SLIPPED 
MSOARD UNNOTICED . . . 



THE SHIP SAILS AS 
MICKEY IS TAKEN BE- 
LOW AND THE SEARCH 
FOR TRIXV 

CONTINUES" . ■ ■ 



LATE THAT AFTERNOON . . . 
HIS CLOTHINS PRACTICALLY 
DRY, MICKEV GOES UP ON 
DECK LOOKING FOR HIS 
DOG . - ■ 




THAT EVEMING. . TRfX-V 
CHOOSES TO SAT NEXT TO 
THE HOi-O WHICH HAS SO 
KEENLY ATTOACTEO HIM. . 




A SUS'S PERISCOPE 
FOLLOWS IN THE 
SHIP'S WAKE. . . 



THE TWO JAP agents 
CRAWL OUT OF THE HOLD 
AND MAKE THEIR WAY TO 
THE SHIP'S STERN. THE 
SEAMAN ON WATCH IS 
BLACKJACKED AND THE 
SIGNAL SET UP POR THE 
-JAP SUBMARINE . 



REM£MBSsR/N© AH 
OLD HINDU TROt 
WHEN .THE THUSS 
TIED HIS HANDS, 
MICKEY SLIPPED 



._ AN EASY 
MATTER. TO 
LOOSEN THE 
KNOTS AND FREB 
HIMSELP AND 
TRIXY. , 




TRIXY LOSES NO 

TIME BOUNDING 
OUT OF THE HOLD 
AND STARTS A 
BARRAGE OF 
BARKING - . 




BUT MICKEY HAS PREPARED A SURPRISE 
FOR THE TWO THUGS . . A ROPE TIED 
ACROSS THE BULKHEADS CLOSE TO THE 
DECK . . . 



. . AND A COAT OF OIL 

SPREAD ON THE DECK 
THE "mUSS SLIDE 
OVERBOARD . 




PUT THE CARD BACK 
IN THE PACK AND . 
SHUFPLt IT. THEN 
SLICE THEM OUT ON 
THE FLOOR LIKE THIS. 

now. TRixy ol t Boy, 

SHOW THESE FELLERS 
HOW SMART yDU ARE 
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TRIXV RUNS OVEP? 
AND PICKS OUT THE 
RIGHT CARD . 
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SIX-SHOOTER JUSTICE 



T^HE way it turned out it couldn't be called 
-I luck, but anyway it was chance, that ex-mar- 
shal Tom Coyle saw the masked bandit hold 
up the stage thai was due to reach Boon City 
before sundown. He drew on the pinto's bit 
and rubbed the animal's neck to quiet him. 
He wasn't close enough to stop the hold-up, 
but he might have been heard by the bandit. 

"Reckon that's Arid's tax money goin' into 
'the Boon City Bank," Coyle told his horse. 
"Reckon, Pinto, we gotta do somethin' about 
it." 

He waited only long enough to see the ban- 
dit catch the money sack and ride off toward 
the mesa, Then he spurred the pinto and the 
horse turned up the trail, the pinto's hoofs 
digging nervously into the dry clay bank. 

At the top of the trail the horse broke into 
8 sweat as he galloped across the mesa that 
overlooked the cottonwoods. There Coyle got 
off the horse and held the reins in one hand, 
gripped his gun in the other. 

From the point at the edge of the rock be- 
side the narrow down trail, he made out the 
form of the bandit approaching on a roan. 
The bandana that .had covered his face was 
down around his neck. Coyle watched the fig- 
ure growing clearer as he approached. There 
was something strikingly familiar in the way 
the man rode, and as he drew nearer, Coyle 
realized that he was about as large as him- 
self. Perhaps a little heavier. Suddenly Coyle 
caught his breath, realizing the bandit was 
Gus Freemont. 

By now Freemont was just beneath him. 
Coyle drew his six-gun up and drew a bead 
on the bandit. 

"Git yore hands up high, Gus," he shouted. 

Coyle scuffed the loose rock ahead of him 
as he led the horse down the steep trail to 
Freemont, Gus Freemont read the dead earn- 
estness in Coyle's eyes. He kept his hands in 
the air. 

"Shell out that money yuh just stole from 
the stage," Coyle ordered. 

"Yuh got me all wrong, Tom. 1 ain't stole 
nothinV 

"Gil off yore horse," said Coyle. "We'll 
gee." 

Freemont slid lo ihe ground. Far off in the 
gathering darkness, on the flats before Boon 
City, Coyle saw| a file of mdunted men wind' 
ing the trail between the rocks. 

"There's a pocse comin' ihisaway already, 
Freemont, Reckon yuh better spring what yuls 



know. They's durn impatient critters. Boon 
people." Freemont's head turned, his eyes 
wandering toward the slowly approaching 
posse. 

"Come on," he said slowly. "I'll show yuh. 
I buried it." 

Coyle followed Freemont down the narrow 
path, past the brush of fragrant sage that spot- 
ted the trail. 

"No wonder yuh was helpin' Jake Madden 
git elected marshal! He was fer takin' Arid 
money in the Boon Bank. Me, I figgered it 
was dangerous and was agin' it! But I didn't 
reckon yuh'd be the thief—" 

Freemont stopped suddenly and walked off 
the trail into a patch of sage. He leaned down. 
When he straightened he had the money sack 
in his left hand. His right he held behind 
him. 

"Here's the bag," said Freemont. "I pitched 
it away, figurin' tuh git rid of it pronto. 
Didn't think anybody'd ever find it in these 
parts." 

Coyle reached down for the bag. At that 
moment Freemont raised his right hand with 
a rock in it and crashed it hard. It struck 
Coyle in the temple and the former lawman 
muttered only a groan as he sank to the 
ground. Freemont picked Coyle's gun. 

"Jake!" he shouted across the stillness of 
the night. "Jake Madden!" 

There came an answering cry. The thud of 
horse hoofs clapped nearer as the posse ap- 
proached. 

Coyle's hands were tied behind his back. 
Bart Redfern who had ridden the stage in from 
Arid to deposit the money looked him over. 

"Sure he done it," Redfern vowed. "Couldn't 
of been no other." 

"Gives Boon City a mighty bad name," Free- 
mont put in. "It don't help our law-body none, 
either. Reckon Coyle's right sore about losin' 
ihe election and wants tuh give yore office a 
black eye, on account of yuh wanted tuh take 
Arid's money." Freemont hesitated a moment, 
scanned the fifty angry faces of the posse. 
Men who had fought to give Boon City a 
good name there in the bad lands, a good 
name and a bank of its own. "Reckon, Jake, 
with all that agin' Coyle there's hardly need 
of a trial -durn near all Boon City bein' 
here!" 

Coyle's cheeks burned. "Yuh low coyote, 
Freemont, If yuh want tuh string m* up. how 



yuh gonna tell where the loot is hidden? Yuh * 
beih' so shore I done-it! 1 '- _..---. ... 

"Yuh'll tell," said Jake Madden. "For there 
won't be no necktie party here! 

"Untie my hands then," said Coyle. "I ain't 
got a gun." He glanced sidewise at Freemont. 
In the fading twilight he saw the color draw 
from the bandit's face. 

"Fair enough," said Madden. He strode 
over to Coyle, fingered the knots that tied 
Coyle's wrists. 

Tom Coyle knew every inch of the terrain 
and the pinto was standing near him. With 
a quick turn he wrenched the marshal's gun 
from his hand. Madden barked a curse. Coyle 
swung into the saddle and dug his spurs into 
the pinto's sides. The horse turned at the slight 
touch of the reins, jumped clear of the sage. 
Coyle clung close to the saddle. Fifty shots 
whined at one time, ricocheting off the rocks, 
but the confusion was great and the light was 
poor. The pinto broke back onto the trail, 
widening the distance between Coyle and the 
posse. 

Coyle turned and shot into the air. A shout 
arose behind him as the posse caught the di- 
rection. They came on and Coyle checked in 
the pinto until they just could see him. 

The pinto took the trail back up to the 
higher mesa and Coyle waited at the top till 
he saw the posse was following his tracks. 
Then by the time Madden's horse led the oth- 
ers up the mesa. Coyle was across the stretch 
of level ground and into the cottonwoods. 

He circled back and down the ridge. The 
posse saw him once more and their shots 
cracked in the night. He felt fairly safe, until 
he beard a shout from below. Redfern was 
leading a group up the back trail. 

Coyle slid from the pinto to the ground. 
Afoot, he waited for Redfern's men to catch 
up to him, Coyle raised his arms in the air. 
"Okay, Redfern," he said. "Call in the oth- 
ers." Then he shook his head. "No, let 'em 
come up. They're headin' this way, anyhow." 
"Yuh ain't the one tuh be givin' orders," 
Redfern said. 

"Yuh want my neck?" Coyne asked. "Or 
are vuh more anxious tuh know who done the 
robbin' of the stage?" 

"Reckon we know who done it," said Red- 
fern "But what's yore claim?" 

Madden and the rest of the posse ap- 
proached. Redfern spoke 'as they drew up. 

"Coyle wants tuh prove he didn't rob the 
stage." Redfern said. 

Coyle broke in. "Shucks, Madden, yuh know 
1 could of lost yuh twice over in this country. 
But I didn'l, did I?" 



-Madden shook Jut -head. -"I don't savvy, 
Yuh "shore, could of. I can't deny it." 

"I ain't armed," Coyle argued. "I can prove 
I didn't rob the stage. If yuh and Redfern '11 
come along with me. No one else." 

There was a general protest. Madden turned 
to the men. 

"We'll keep him covered, men," he said. 
"One false move an' he tastes lea'd.^He had a 
good record as a lawman. And he's got tuh 
prove he's innocent beyond a doubt." 

Coyle kept his hands in the air as he 
climbed down the rocky bank to the main 
trail. 

"Don't make no more noise than yuh can 
help," Coyle said. 

They moved quietly. Behind them they 
heard an angry murmur of voices from the 
possemen. The sound of it covered their move- 
ments, detracted from the noise of their boots 
on the gravel. Suddenly Coyle stopped. He 
signaled Redfern and Madden in silence. He 
brushed aside a spray of sage back of which 
they bad crouched. Ma-dden and Redfern 
caught their breath. Below them off the trail 
Freemont was scooping earth with a spade. 
"I been followin' that, sound all down the 
trail," Coyle said. "Keep back here. I'll go 
in alone. If I try anything yuh 'can let rae 
have it!" * 

Coyle stepped ' forward as Madden nodded 
his head. He stopped behind Freemont. 
"Get 'em up, Freemont," he snarled. 
Freemont spun about, his mouth agape. 
Coyle held his index and middle finger ex- 
tended and close to his side, as if it were his 
six gun. 

"You! I thought — !" Freemont's hands trem- 
bled. From them a stack of money dropped 
to the ground. Suddenly he saw Coyle's hand, 
realized that he had no gun. His hand whipped 
to his gun belt. 

Tloyle sprang forward, gripped at Free- 
mont's wrist as the gun cracked. 

"There's five more shots, Coyle!" Freemont 
gasped with a straining voice. "You'll git one! 
They'll never know!" 

"They's about three hundred shots wailm* 
ier you, Freemont !" It was Madden's voice. 
Freemont raised his hands. Madden came 
in and took, his gun away. 

"I knew Freemont thought I might of seen 
him hide the wad," Coyle explained. "So I 
drawed the posse away and give him a chance 
luh show hjs hand." He chuckled before he 
added, "Shucks, if I hadn't clean scared the 
pants off him, he might just now of claimed 
at least I was an accomplice. I shore am glad 
be didn'l. I'd of had a sweet time explainin' 
mvseli out cX thai 'un!" 



BROKEN Y AND WE'RE 

N6CK, THAT'S STUCK 

WHAT / THIS PLACE 

KILLED HIM. / 'UNTIL TO- 
MORROW 
MORNINGS. 
CAN'T REPORT 
THIS ACCIDENT/ 
OR ANYTHING) 




EXQUISITE/ lOVELV: ALLURING! 

24K GOLDPLATED 
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RING r/W EARRING 
BIRTHSTOBE SET 
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pensive looking beouty of a fine Cameo ond Ihe rich V 
charm of 24K gold. Now, for the first lime, you ton > 
own a beautiful matched set o( these lovely simulated 
Coneos in your own birlhstone color. These beautifully, 
designed, delicately colored, wonderfully wrought, simu- ^K 

lated Cameos ore mounted on the finest 2-JK gold-plated ""'*- 

rings and earrings money con buy. What's more, they're \!§§||j 
guaranteed. Yes, fully guaranteed ond warranted for 10 years \1||| 
against any form of tarnish or discoloration. Guaranteed not to \1P 
lose ooy of their beautiful polish or luster or your money back. -H 




ALEXANDRITE 
JUIT 

RUB* 

AUGUST 

PERIDOT 
SEPTEMBER 

BLUE SAPPHIRE 
OCTOBER 

ROSE ZIRCON 
NOVEMBER 
YELLOW SAPPHIRE 
DECEMBER 

GREEN ZIRCON 
SIMULATED. 
, 

INVENCO CORP., Dept. 22-H, 

P.O. Sax 281, Church Street Ann. 

New York 8, New York. 

Send me my Cameo Ring and Earring Set 
at once. Birth month or color 

□ Send C.O.D. I'll pay postman $1.98 plus 
postage and 20% Federal Tax on delivery. 

□ I am enclosing 1 $2.38, postage is free, tax 
included. 

Q Send two sets. I'll pay postman $3.50 plus 
postage and 20% Federal Tax on arrival. 
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x-ocur KNIVES 

THE PERFECT TOOL FOR A PERFECT MODEL 




You wouldn't play baseball with a cracked bat? Well 
then why try to make a perfect model plane, ship, gun 
or train with dull, ordinary knives. Use the same knives 
that the experts use . . . X-ACTO! They're the finest in 
surgical steel carving and cutting knives you'll find any- 
where. Always sharp and ready to use because the 
blades are interchangeable . . . just slip out the 
dull and insert a new sharp blade. Shaped to give 
you the point, angle, or surface you want for a 
| particular cut: Quickly changes amateurs to 

fc\ experts. Write today for your X-ACTO 

'% knives . . . use the "Choice of the Experts." 




NEVER A DULL MOMENT 
RE-BLADE TO RE-SHARPEN 




